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So adjured, Mrs. Wayne led her back toward the 
rear end of the long hall, and opened the door lead- 
ing thence into the unused back parlor, divided from 
the front room of similar name by another ordinary 
door, and thus not shut away from any sounds of 
more force than the lowest-toned conversation, heard 
within the other. There, Mrs. Wayne would natur- 
ally have paused, again, to make the deferred inquir- 
ies ; but again she was not permitted. A loud excla- 
mation of surprise, from the front room, in which 
was her daughter in company with a female friend, 
attracted her attention and drew her from the apart- 
ment, with a word of apology to Miss Hepzibah, a 
promise to return in a few moments, and an assurance 
that if she wished to remain concealed, no one with- 
out the house would be aware of her presence. 

"The jade!" muttered the spinster, thus left to 
herself. "The wicked little thing! — that ever I 
should have lived to call her so — I that loved her 
better than myself! What can it all mean, I wonder! 
It beats me, clean out. It would be bad enough, to 
know of what was to be done and say nothing about 
it to those who could prevent it ; but to come down 
here, pretending friendship and maybe to spy out the 
land so as to make it all the worse and all the easier ! 

— oh, fy, fy, Sue Allar- 
dyce ! — I never would 
have thought it of you — 
never ! " 

At this juncture Miss 
Hepzibah paused, for the 
opening and shutting of 
doors gave evidence that 
the little figure which she 
had seen flying down the 
wood-lane on horseback 
and unattended, had ar- 
rived at the house and 
been received. And the 
truth must be told, that 
the lady, whether or not 
she had ever before played 
spy in her life, intended 
to do so at that moment 
and effectually. With her 
ear as close against the 
door between the two 
rooms, as was at all con- 
venient, she held breath 
and listened. And this, 
briefly sketched, is what 
she heard, as related by 
her own lips in the days 
when the doings of 1778 
had become a theme for 
patriotic narration. 

She heard the meeting of the young bride and Sue 
Allardyce, and thought that she could detect which of 
the two kisses interchanged must be that of her niece 

— so loud and so surely of the Judas variety. Then 
she knew that they had dropped upon a settee, or two 
chairs very near together, and fortunately not far from 
"her" door, — and listened, as she might have done 
to some communication involving life and death, to 
the brief conversation that followed. 

"So you are married, dear ! " she heard Susan say, 
as vivaciously as if she was not about to betray the 
"dear" and all belonging to her ! 

"Yes — we were married on Monday evening: 
pray do not be hurt because we did not invite any- 
body outside of the family ! " she heard Bessie Wayne- 
Forman reply, and knew that Susan was looking at 
the bride with cruel directness, and that the bride was 
blushing. 

"Oh, never mind that — we had some cake, and 
thank you for remembering us ! " she heard Susan re- 
join, with the same exasperating placidity. 

Then silence for a moment ; and then — 

"Where is your husband ? " 

Miss Hepzibah could almost feel the hot flush that 
ran over the face and neck of the bride, before she an- 
swered. 

' ' My husband ! How queerly the word sounds, 
Susan ! I have not quite got used to it, yet. Oh, 



Lewis is away, I am afraid for all day, over at his own 
place." 

"Humph ! I wanted to see him, and rode over 
especially. Alone, too, for I did not wish too many 
to know that I was coming. Gone for all day, eh ? " 

"Yes." The tone not so cordial as the preceding 
words had been. 

" Do you know that I was very much in love with 
your husband, at one time? — am so yet, for that 
matter ! " 

' ' Oh, Susan ! — Miss Allardyce ! " 

Miss Hepzibah, at that moment, had but one im- 
pulse — to try whether the door would open, and if 
so, to rush in and choke the impudent scion of her 
own race. 

"No — don't change the name — I am 'Susan/ 
not 'Miss Allardyce.' But as I was saying, I was 
very much in love with him, and should have married 
him if he had asked me — as he did not." 

"Oh, Susan ! " again from the bride. Miss Hep- 
zibah was beginning to grow not only indignant, now, 
but impatient. 

" He did better than to ask me, dear. You are so 
much handsomer, and — may I say it? — there is so 
much more of you than of poor little me ! " 




A CATSKILL BROOK.— J. McEntee. 

At that juncture the affectionate aunt, had she been 
within reach, and entirely ignoring all humanitarian 
or political considerations involved, would assuredly 
have boxed the saucy ears of her niece. The impulse 
was not diminished by the next words of Bessie : 

"I don't think that you like me, Susan ; and I am 
sure you do not, or you would never say such dread- 
ful words. As if Lewis wanted to buy a wife by the 
pound ! " 

"If he did, he would not want the quality any the 
worse, or have it any the worse ! " And the listener 
knew that the little lithe arms were suddenly and im- 
pulsively flung round the more substantial figure. 
"Don't mistake me, dear," she heard Susan say, so 
earnestly that no one could have mistaken her words 
for jest. " I am quite in earnest, and you must take 
what I am going to say for earnest, now. I did like 
Lewis Forman, very much, and thought that he liked 
me. But don't suppose, dear, that he ever said one 
word of loving me. He never did. Don't despise 
me, when I say that I cried a little, and raved a little 
when I understood that he was in love with you/" 

"That you did, I'll be witness ! " was the unspoken 
testimony of Aunt Hepzy, the door between. 

" If I shed a few tears — I'm sure there could not 
have been more than eight or ten — when I knew that 
you were really married, don't blame me, dear, and 
don't tell your husband, please ! " 



"Blame you ! " and Aunt Hepzy was confident that 
in this instance the embracing was done by Bessie, 
while she grew more and more stupid with wonder as 
to what could possibly follow. 

"There, I have made a clean breast of it, so far as 
that goes ! " she heard the strange girl exclaim, and 
knew that at the same moment she had given a toss 
back to that rebellious glory of fair hair. "I have 
told a young married woman that I have been in love 
with her husband, and I suppose made her an enemy 
for life. Who cares ? I am Sue Allardyce — that 
means ' fool ' more or less. " 

' ' Fool ? oh no, Susan ! — my dear friend, and I 
hope the dear friend of my husband." 

' * You think so, Bessie Wayne ? — no, I mean Bes- 
sie Forman ? God bless you for not being jealous of 
me, as some meaner woman might have been ! His 
friend ? You will think so, in a moment. Listen, for 
I have already been here too long ; and if Aunt Hepzy, 
who is a terrible old ninny about me, should know of 
my absence and where I had gone — well, nevermind 
what might happen ! " 

"A terrible old ninny, am I !" soliloquized Miss 
Hepzibah Thorn, behind the door. "However, she 
said 'about her,' and that is something." 

"Listen, and remem- 
ber what I say. Believe 
that I know what I am 
going to talk about, with- 
out asking me how I 
know. You are to have 
your wedding-party on 
Thursday night. Don't 
start, but listen. I am 
not coming, so that the 
whole thing would not 
make much difference to 
me, if I didn't happen to 
have a heart and a con- 
science. No — don't in- 
vite me, for I am not com- 
ing ! You are sure that 
there is nobody within 
hearing? All right, then. 
Don't start, I tell you ! " 
(In point of fact Bessie 
Forman had made no 
motion to that effect.) 
"The Tories have plan- 
ned to surround the house 
while you are in the midst 
of the party, and when all 
the young men are ex- 
pected to be unarmed. 
The Pine Robbers, who 
so much hate your hus- 
band, will be with them, without doubt ; and you 
know what is expected to follow. " 

"I do know what is expected to follow, only too 
well ! " answered the young wife, rising from her seat, 
without a sign of frightened agitation, but with every 
evidence of being deeply moved by gratitude. "God 
bless you, for a true and brave girl, Susan Allardyce ! " 
she added, putting her arm around the lithe waist be- 
fore her. l ' What might not have happened, if you 
had left us without warning ! Now, let us see who 
they will carry away to the Pines, and how much they 
will make, altogether, out of Lewis Forman ! " 

What more she might have added, or to what pitch 
the interview might have reached, can only be guessed. 
It ended, there, as a tete-a-tete. Aunt Hepzy, thor- 
oughly overcome, at once by surprise, love for the 
niece so suddenly rehabilitated in her highest love and 
favor, and shame that she should have been guilty of 
such a misjudgment — Aunt Hepzy tried the door be- 
tween, found it unlocked, rushed in with the celerity 
which might have belonged to her at twenty, kissed 
Bessie Forman warmly if hurriedly, then flung her 
arms around the waist of Susan, cried more plenti- 
fully than either of the younger women could manage 
to do, and spent the next half-hour in explanations, 
apologies, and the reiterated declarations that she was 
an "old ninny," as she had been called, and Susan 
only wanted wings to go up, right then and there ! 
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"What might not have happened, if you had left 
us without warning ! " Bessie Forman had said. Ay, 
what of injury to the patriot cause in Monmouth, in 
addition to the ruin of domestic happiness, and the 
destruction of cherished lives, which most assuredly 
would have been wrought As to what really hap- 
pened, with that warning — only a few words, though 
the night of the "wedding-party at Wayne's" was 
long remembered in all that section of the foughten 
Jersey Flanders. How the gathering took place, as 
if with no suspicion of the interruption that was to 
ensue. How the Tory force mustered silently, and 
surrounded the house, just when the bright lights 
through the closed curtains, and sound of dancing- 
music, indicated that the thoughtless revelry was at its 
height and all the participants defenseless. How the 
first alarm was met with a volley from half-a-dozen 
windows, placing a score of the assailants hors-du-cotn- 
bat y in time to meet the attack from without, of a 
body of Forman's light-horse, in hiding and in wait- 
ing for that moment. And how a disappointed and 
defeated body of marauders carried away those who 
had fallen — aware, at last, that mines may be met by 
counter-mines, with very destructive effect, if only the 
garrison are duly apprised of the danger, by a pate as 
giddy and a tongue as saucy as those of jealous but 
noble and true-hearted Susan Allardyce. 

[TO BE CONTINUED.] . 



THE TWO PASTORALS. 



The two pastoral scenes given in this number carry 
their own commendation this hot summer weather, 
when either the old mill and its pond, or the cool 
nooks through which the mountain brook tumbles 
and babbles, would seem a grateful shade. 

Both are from easels of American artists, and both 
sufficiently show their origin. Mr. McEntee, the 
painter of the mountain brook, was born at Rondout, 
near the Catskills he has loved so much to paint, in 
1828, and, though a student of painting with Fred- 
erick E. Church in 1850, it was not until several years 
later that he finally "settled down" to painting, since 
which time he has produced many choice paintings, 
chiefly landscapes, in which he has most often given 
us nature in her more sombre, or, at least, her quieter 
moods. "The Last Days of Autumn/' "Indian 
Summer," or such dark, cool shades as in the exam- 
ple we now publish, show what his prevailing tone 
has been. He has always been, however, faithful to 
his subject, and has given us nature exactly as he saw 
her, so that his pictures have value both as specimens 
of honest work and of American scenery. Within 
the last two or three years he has taken somewhat 
more to figure-painting, in which he bids fair to at 
any rate not lose the reputation gained as a painter 
of landscape. 

The other scene is as characteristic of an entirely 
different country. It is a lazy pastoral, in which not 
even the boy and girl fishing seem to move with en- 
ergy enough to disturb the drowsy atmosphere. The 
artist, Mr. J. B. Jones of Baltimore, has not, it is 
quite evident, gone beyond his State for a subject, 
nor has he at all failed in infusing it with a local 
flavor which will make it seem to more than one a 
portrait of some well-known locality. 



UP THE LEHIGH VALLEY. 



Whatever may be the verdict of the world, in re- 
gard to the progress of the arts in America, there can 
be no question of the beauty of the scenery to be 
found here. Rivers, mountains or plains — we have 
them larger, higher, broader and more beautiful than 
they are to be found in all the world beside, and no 
American need go abroad to see nature in any of her 
many moods. Nor need any American living in a 
city — be that city what one it may — go very far from 
home or spend much money to find scenery as entic- 
ing as any the world contains. The time has come 
now for. excursions in search of nature at home, and 
it becomes worth while to know where she may be 
best sought and how. 

Among the many regions of America best worth a 



visit, especially by those who love wild and rugged 
scenery, is the Lehigh Valley, in Eastern Pennsylvania, 
which has been styled — without much originality, it 
must be confessed — the "Switzerland of America." 
It is probable that to most residents of New York and 
the other eastern cities, the name of the valley conveys 
an idea chiefly of vast heaps of particularly unpictur- 
esque coal, and of a railroad which is properly sup- 
posed to be in a very prosperous condition. The fact 
is less known than it ought to be, that these coal heaps 
come from and this railroad runs to one of the most 
romantic, least prosaic and most enchanting regions, 
in all the world. 

The Lehigh Valley really begins at Easton, in Penn- 
sylvania, though the road claims Phillipsburg, a town 
of about seven thousand inhabitants, in New Jersey, 
across the river from Easton, as its terminus. Easton 
was laid out in 1750, and was named by Thomas Penn, 
after fche residence of his friend, Lord Pomfret. It 
is situated at the junction of the Lehigh and Bushkill 
rivers with the Delaware, and part of the town is 
built upon the delta formed by these rivers. Apart 
from the beautiful scenery in and about it, it is now 
chiefly worthy of notice as a flourishing centre of busi- 
ness, although it has some claims to centennial hon- 
ors by reason of containing the dwelling of George 
Taylor, one of the signers of the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, to whom a monument has been .erected in 
the cemetery, though his grave has been long unknown. 

About twenty minutes by the cars, above Easton, is 
the little town of Freemansburg, from which can be 
obtained a magnificent view of the Lehigh Valley; 
but which is more interesting, perhaps, because of its 
proximity to the Indian path which commemorates 
one of the shrewd ' ' dodges '' — # as we should now call 
it — by which the whites of a century and a half ago 
occasionally outwitted their copper-colored brethren. 
The story is not a long one, and we can tell it while 
the train "halts' at the Freemansburg station. It was 
in 1737 that the Indians agreed to complete a contract, 
formerly made with William Penn, by giving to the 
then proprietaries, Thomas and John, as much land 
north of where Wrightstown, in Bucks County, now 
stands, as would be included in a walk of a day and 
a half. It is probable that the red men meant only to 
have the walking done by a man of ordinary pedes- 
trian abilities ; but the proprietaries ' ' advertised for 
proposals," and secured one Edward Marshall, who 
covered a distance of severity-four miles in the speci- 
fied time, greatly to the disgust of the Indians, and 
some whites, and with the result of bringing about a 
war, lasting from 1755 to 1758, in which not a few 
cruel murders were committed, and in which, of 
course, the aborigines finally had the worst of it. 

A few minutes more brings the tourist to Beth- 
lehem, which is of interest chiefly as being the home 
of the Moravians, who came here on the breaking-up 
of their establishment in Georgia, in 1738, and who 
maintained here, for a century or more, their peculiar 
principles in regard to the separation of the sexes, the 
* ' family house " arrangement, etc. During the Revo- 
lution the town was occupied by Washington as a hos- 
pital and supply station, on the occasion of his retreat 
across the Delaware. British prisoners were quartered 
here in 1778, and the sisters, grateful for protection 
afforded them, presented to Count Pulaski a banner 
which was borne by his regiment until his death, and 
which is now kept by the Maryland Historical Society. 

The scene of the presentation inspired one of Long- 
fellow's best poems. The old buildings are the chief 
attraction at Bethlehem for visitors, and, to one at all 
fond of mousing around among records of the past, 
they have many points of interest. 

For about an hour after leaving Bethlehem the tour- 
ist finds no point of especial interest, though the 
scenery is such as to afford him much pleasure, but 
at the end of that time he finds himself at Lehigh Gap, 
where the Lehigh forces its way through the Blue, or 
Kittatinny Mountains, giving rise to some of the 
grandest and wildest scenery on the entire route. 

A little beyond the (jap the train stops at Lehigh- 
ton, near which was Gnadenhutten, settled by the Mo- 
ravians, in 1746, where David Brainerd and David 
Zeisberger, those pious missionaries, preached to the 



Indians. If one has time, it is worth while to stop here 
and take a drive of about fourteen miles through the 
Mahoning Valley, which was known among the fugi- 
tives from Wyoming as ' ' The Shades of Death, " and 
which has a most interesting history, having been, 
from the time of Braddock's defeat down almost to 
the close of the last century, the scene of constant 
Indian wars. 

At Weissport, across the river from Lehighton, is 
Fort Allen Hotel, which is on the site of a log fort, built 
by Benjamin Franklin when charged with the defense 
of the northwest frontier. It was from here that 
Franklin wrote to the governor, giving his plan for 
inducing men to attend prayers. Said he, in a letter 
from which we quote : 

"We had for our chaplain a zealous Presbyterian minister, 
Mr. Beatty, who complained to me that the men did not gener- 
ally attend his prayers and exhortations. When they enlisted 
they were promised, besides their pay and provisions, a gill of 
rum a day, which was punctually served out to them, half in the 
morning and half in the evening. I said to Mr. Beatty, ' It is, 
perhaps, below the dignity of your profession to act as steward 
of the rum ; but if you were to distribute only just after prayers, 
you would have them all about you.' He liked the thought, 
undertook the task, with the help of a few hands, to deal out the 
liquor, executed it to satisfaction, and never were prayers more 
generally or punctually attended. So I think this method pre- 
ferable to the punishment inflicted by some military laws for non- 
attendance on divine service." 

The objective point, however, of any tourist to this 
region must be Mauch Chunk (which means "Bear 
Mountain," and is pronounced Mawk Chunk), about 
five hours' ride from New York, and the centre, not 
only of the coal operations of the Lehigh Valley, but 
also of the romantic scenery which has made the re- 
gion so famous. 

The town owes its existence entirely to the coal 
which was accidentally discovered nine miles from the 
present town, by a hunter, in 179 1, though it was a 
quarter of a century before his discovery became of any 
practical use, such was the popular prejudice against 
any attempts to burn stones. Even so late as 1820, 
we are told, less than four hundred tons stocked the 
market, while now more than forty times that amount 
are often shipped in a week. In fact, it seems ludi- 
crous now to look back on the difficulties experienced 
by those who first tried to introduce the new fuel. 
The chief beds are found at the summits of the moun- 
tains, the one at the top of Mauch Chunk Mountain 
being fifty-three feet thick — the thickest vein of coal 
yet discovered. The town is built in a gorge, at the 
junction of the Mauch Chunk Creek with the Lehigh 
River, and can only enlarge its boundaries now by 
burrowing, so to speak, into the sides of the moun- 
tains. There is, however, an upper town, built on a 
plateau, about two hundred feet above the main town, 
but this is limited by the area of the level surface on 
which it stands. 

The one thing which everybody must see at Mauch 
Chunk is the celebrated "Switch-Back," or gravity 
railroad, from the top of Mount Pisgah to the lower 
town, up which cars are drawn by stationary engines 
at the different planes, and down which the same cars 
go, aided by no other power than that of gravitation. 
This ride is always interesting, and care has been taken 
to make it safe as well — the road having been strength- 
ened and put in perfect order, and being now used for 
passengers only. The view from the top of Mount 
Pisgah is one of the most beautiful it is possible to 
conceive, and no description can do it justice. 

Two miles from Mauch Chunk is Glen Onoko, 
a wild, romantic cleft in the mountains, through which 
flows a limpid stream, over innumerable cascades, 
through grottoes and around sharp corners, until it 
reaches its destination in the Lehigh, at Turnhole 
Bridge. A day may be well spent here by any true 
lover of nature. 

And, here, perhaps, a short trip by the Lehigh Val- 
ley road would naturally end, although the whole val- 
ley, including, as it does, the whole of the great coal 
region of Pennsylvania, is worth a visit. 

Mauch Chunk, however, is only about five hours 
from New York, so that it can be visited in a single 
day by starting early and returning late ; while one 
who has two or three days to spare may find his whole 
time fully and profitably employed. 
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fact that he was kicked out of Ireland — being one 
of those fanatics who can see no right except in what 
they believe, and can only see that when their faith is 
taken whole, without any deduction or modification. 

Among the disciples of Columbanus, one of the 
best known and most honored was St. Gallus, or 
Gaul, who helped to found a chapel on the banks of 
the Rhine, which afterward became a monastery, and 
was taken possession of by the Benedictines, in the 
eighth century, their austere code being a reproduction 
of the creed of Columbanus and his disciples. 

The chapel gradually grew into a church and the 
modest convent into an abbey, until, in the ninth cen- 
tury, Prior Gosbert laid the foundations of a library 
which was destined to last through all the turmoils of 
the Middle Ages, even down to modern times. Mean- 
time, the strict Benedictine rule, being most in accord- 
ance with the teachings of St. Gallus and his prede- 
cessor and preceptor, St. Columbanus, had been con- 
stantly enforced in the convent, until it had become 
known as the most strict of all those in Germany, 
and especially in Suabia. 

But the time came when a Count of Suabia died, 
leaving a widow, the Countess Hadwig, who looked 
on the high towers of the monastery, and longed, 
woman-like, till she made 
up her mind that she must 
visit the stately pile and 
see what the monks were 
doing there. 

Cralo, a stern old man, 
was abbot, and dire was 
the consternation when it 
was announced that the 
countess, a woman, would 
visit the abbey. It was 
contrary to all rules of 
the Benedictine order for 
any woman to cross the 
threshold of their sanctu- 
ary, and no such applica- 
tion had ever been re- 
ceived. At the same time, 
as was pointed out by a 
young brother — Ekke- 
hard by name, and por- 
ter of the monastery — 
there was a way of avoid- 
ing the impending breach 
of law. It was plain that 
the countess wanted to 
come in the monastery, 
while it was equally plain 
that no woman could set 
foot inside its portals. 
Now the countess was 

the legal protector of the monastery, and her wishes 
were not lightly to be refused. In this emergency 
it was proposed by the young and enthusiastic monk, 
that, as the laws said no woman must walk into the 
monastery, the countess might be carried in without 
any breach of the law, and, his sophistical proposition 
being agreed to, he was detailed to bear her over the 
threshold. 

At first the lady rebelled at the idea, but when she 
sawEkkehard she felt reconciled, yielded herself quietly 
to his embrace, resting a hand lightly on his neck, and 
went smiling past her cousin the abbot. The subse- 
quent story of the monk and the countess — how she 
found in him her fate and he found in her the tempta- 
tion which was to make his monkish vows worthless 
— these things we need not to tell ; they may be imag- 
ined from the picture, which tells its own story. The 
chief characters, the Abbot Cralo, bending forward to 
gaze upon the beautiful young widow ; the young 
monk, so agitated as to have forgotten the nice speech 
in monkish Latin he intended making to his fair 
charge ; the chamberlain, leaning on his sword, and 
other members of the countess's household — all these 
are too well rendered to make any commendation or 
explanation on our part necessary. 

The picture is a composition by A. Liezen-Mayer, 
who has won a name by his illustrations of the history 
of Ekkehard and his confreres. 
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MISS HEPZIBAH S CROWNING SURPRISE. 

We have seen the development of the jealous feel- 
ings of Susan Allardyce, in the presence of Aunt Hep- 
zibah Thorn ; and it need scarcely be said that the 
threat involved, of intended injury to Lewis Forman, 
had aroused both shame and indignation in the breast 
of the spinster. That she loved Susan dearly, we 
know ; but that even love could not conquer duty, in 
the same breast, remained to be proved, and that sud- 
denly. No word with her niece, on the subject, that 
night ; but the next day a visit to the street and to 
many families living along it, — that "outing" favored 
by the fact that Susan was temporarily absent, where, 
Miss Hepzibah could not know and did not care, so 
that she was out of the way. 

Result of this brief voyage of discovery, that Aunt 
Hepzibah came to the startling knowledge of a wed- 
ding-party to be given at the Wayne-Forman house 
two evenings later, in default of any large number of 
invitations to. the wedding itself, — and (this, carefully 
extracted from those families having a certain amount 
of Tory inclination) that in all probability there 
would be an attack made on the house of festivity, 




DOWN BY THE MILL. — H. B. Jones. 

that night, at the hour when the guests might be ex- 
pected to be unarmed, thoughtless and helpless, by 
the banded Tory guerrillas and Pine Robbers, with 
results of killing, plundering and carrying away, only 
too easily calculated. This, then, was what Susan had 
meant, in her half-mad utterances ! She was acces- 
sory before the fact, to a deadly outrage to be com- 
mitted on the person and family of the man she had 
pretended to love, and who had really never deceived 
her or done her any injury whatever ! Aunt Hepzi- 
bah, with her love for the dear but wicked girl still re- 
maining, blended with disgust and rage at such treach- 
ery — Aunt Hepzibah determined that she would spoil 
that fiendish arrangement, whatever the consequences 
to herself or any other. 

The appearances and the surroundings presented 
by and near the spinster, breaking out from the wood 
and approaching the Wayne-Forman house, about 
two hours later than the time of arriving at that 
knowledge of shame, would have been phenomenal, 
not to say meteoric, at this day, even in the wildest 
portion of her State, though their parallel might at 
that time have been found, there and elsewhere, with- 
out any very extended travel. She sat, bolt upright, 
in a chair of high straight back and antique construc- 
tion, in a wagon that might have been ordinarily em- 
ployed in peddling fish from the sea-shore — the 
vehicle, rattling, creaking, and quite unseaworthy in 



a land sense, hired from a poor family in the out- 
skirts of the village, drawn by a thin, aged horse of 
two or three mile the hour capacity, and driven by 
old Negro Will, who sat upon the miserable end- 
board and chirruped on his animal ; his own face so 
seamed with the age-marks of the African, that it ap- 
peared to have been slashed and tattooed into irregu- 
lar squares ; his clothes a mass of patched remnants ; 
and his white hair below the broken old felt hat giv- 
ing the impression that he had a towel bound about 
his brows for head-ache. 

This conveyance was neither regal nor baronial, it 
must be admitted ; and yet neither queen or peeress 
ever held her chair of state more proudly than Miss 
Hepzibah Thorn on that occasion, going, with an 
ache at her heart, to do her duty. The antique face 
was calmly set, as even marble might have been : the 
person who should at that juncture have tried to turn 
her back or change her resolution, would have been 
much less usefully employed than in " whistling 
against the wind. " And so she rolled up to the door 
of the Waynes' — seen and recognized, some time be- 
fore, as she slowly crossed the road-bordered field lead- 
ing down from the wood to the house, and necessarily 
exciting some speculation in the family who saw that 

unexpected appearance. 

As was fitting, Mrs. 
Wayne, as nearest to the 
age of her visitor, went at 
once to meet her when 
the ramshackle vehicle 
stopped at the door, and 
had indeed saluted the 
spinster and was about 
to place a chair at the 
wagon-side to assist in 
the alighting, — when, 
casting her eye backward 
at the road and the wood 
beyond, Miss Hepzibah 
saw something that at 
once palsied her frame 
and aroused her into new 
activity. She .came down 
out of the wagon with a 
spring, paying no atten- 
tion to the chair, and 
availing herself little of 
the helping hand of Mrs. 
Wayne ; and as she alight- 
ed she surprised the ma- 
tron by exclaiming very 
hurriedly : 

* " Good Lord! What 
next, I wonder ! Mrs. 
Wayne, do let me get 
into the house and out of sight just as quick as I can ! 
And you, Will" (to the negro), " drive round to the 
barn and put that old wagon and horse where nobody 
can see them — quicker than you ever did anything 
before in your miserable life. " 

Will drove away, with what speed he might ; though 
it is probable that he failed to get the horse and wagon 
into concealment under the shed of the stable-yard, 
rapidly enough to have kept them from the eyes of 
some marauder intent on the old Scottish stoihrief. 
Mrs. Wayne, believing that her rare visitor must have 
found herself pursued by some armed freebooter, hur- 
ried her into the house and closed the door, with no 
other than the one natural inquiry and assurance : 

"Who is it, Miss Hepzibah? Though, for the 
matter of that, whoever it is, you will be safe enough 
here." 

This did not seem to be the opinion of Miss Thorn, 
however. Within the door, they were in the hall or 
entry ; but the hurried guest was evidently indisposed 
to tarry even there for parley. 

"Who is it, Mrs. Wayne ? " she echoed. " Didn't 
you see? Well, you will see in a moment. And 
whatever could have sent her here, without she is a 
worse Delilah — yes, and a Jezebel — than any one 'd 
ha' thought ! Do stick me away, somewhere, quick ; 
for I wouldn't have her catch me here, now, for any- 
thing in the world." 



